IN ENGLAND                       99

particularly complimentary and singularly original

review taken of it a couple of years before in the

pages of The Illustrated London News by one of the

leading thinkers of the day.   But because she was

perhaps the one novelist of modern times whom I

had the patience to read and whose unquestioned

originality of conception had been admitted by

people of such different tastes as Queen Victoria

and Empress Elizabeth, Gladstone and Tennyson,

Leighton and Alma-Tadema, I felt elated at the

prospect opened out to me of knowing so famous

a personality. I immediately wrote back to say that

nothing would delight me more than to meet her as

proposed.   To which she replied asking us both to

come and dine with her on a particular night.

Accordingly one Tuesday morning we left home for

Stratf ord-on-Avon. It was past noon when we came

in sight of Shakespeare's birthplace and shortly

afterwards we found ourselves comfortably settled

in the hotel called after him and in rooms named

after his historic characters. As we had a few hours

to spare we* thought we could not employ them

better than by taking a trip on the Avon.   So we

walked down to the. Memorial Gardens, took a boat,

and first did that delightfully wooded reach between

the Memorial Theatre and the church where rests

the bard of all time; then turned round, passed the

gondola of our hostess and leisurely glided down

the Avon.   It grew narrower and narrower as we

left the town behind and soon we were passing

underneath an avenue of pollarded willows, one of

which, strangely enough, " grew aslant the brook